My lady came to see me lately bled,
and, as I languished, something on the rack,

looking upon it and laughing gently, said,
" Heavens! beloved, how your blood is black!"

Yes, madam, too much thought on one dear head
has left within my veins so great a lack,

that the obedient soul impoverished
can neither give the warmth nor virtue back*

Be thou less fair, or, like Medea, kind
thine Aeson old, like hers, renew and smooth
his riddled cheeks with the fresh blood of youth,

and then restore the springtide in his mind*
But all in vain!    No charms can mine improve,
whose one way back to youth is not to love*
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